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posed to blow, or to be anxious to know, everybody else,
and where the guests really conversed and exchanged
ideas with each other. Bryant was fond of society, and
although his years were advancing he could enjoy a pleas-
ant dinner-party as well as the youngest of Ms friends.
One friendship which I obtained through my visits to
Mr. Bryant was that of George Ripley, the scholar,
writer, and polished charming gentleman whom I have
already mentioned passingly in these reminiscences.
Eipley had been a minister of religion, but had of late
years given himself up to literature and to scholarship
altogether. He was one of those who in companionship
with Nathaniel Hawthorne, Margaret Fuller, Charles
Dana, and others had founded the famous colony of
Brook Farm which, as I have already reminded my
readers, perhaps superfluously, Hawthorne has made
immortal in his 'Blithedale Romance/ Eipley, too,
had a beautiful house in the city, and used to give
weekly receptions, which it was a delight to me to at-
tend. He knew the great old cities of Europe well, as
most cultivated Americans did and do, and he had a
thoroughly artistic love for the famous places and the
classic ruins of the old world. I must mention an anec-
dote about Ripley which created much quiet amusement
at the time among the few to whom it was privately
communicated. I should mention, in order to make the
humour of the anecdote more apparent, that Eipley was
a man then well on in years, of singularly handsome
stately presence and graceful dignified bearing, and with
a manner which for all its easy geniality still suggested
something of the religious teacher's austerity. Not
long before my first arrival in America there came on a
short visit to the States a distinguished English literary
man whose name has since that time been steadily
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